THE     CEREMONIES              383
Channel smoked and looked at Owen, who sat bent over the
table with his head sunk in his hands. Olga had gone to her
room and was taking her clothes out of the closet and laying
them on the bed. From where he sat, Channel could see her.
How quickly it was ending! How quickly men adjusted them-
selves to change! It delighted him to watch Olga. Wilson had
gone. Soon she would follow him. He looked at Owen.
Owen was watching Olga, too. Poor Owen. There was no
man living who would not, if he could, be more potent than
he was. Even Owen. Even the priest3 for it would give him a
bigger devil to wrestle with. Life was based on conflict. It
remained the same, whether your conflict was with, women in
an effort to obtain the greatest number possible, or with the
Devil to prevent him tempting you with any.
When Olga said good-bye to Owen, she kissed him. It was
the first time she ever had. He knew it would be the last.
'You are a good man,' she said.
But was he? He had never been kissed by a woman before.
He stared over the handlebars at the road in front of him.
How often he had ridden over this road to see them... to see
her! His mind refused to accept what had happened. He
could not believe that it was all gone, that so many were dead,
that it was war.